black sack swung from a telegraph-post   a man hanged
Dauna still slept

The Baron returned to the station The whistle of a
locomotive sounded to the west The rails started mur-
muring very softly A train was feeling its way along in
the dark

Colonel Laurenz made his appearance on the platform
at the head of a detachment The men took up position
alongside the track, with fixed bayonets

'Colonel/ said Ungern, 'don't forget to search the
locomotive *

'Yes, Your Excellency'

Tve no confidence in those engineers *

'No, Your Excellency'

'Search the tender too Look underneath the coaches
Get a man to chmb up on top of them'

'Yes, Your Excellency'

Even in the middle of the night, Laurenz looked as
though he had just got out of his bath, clean-shaven, spruce
and wide-awake

By now the rails carried the sound of a grave, urgent,
mystenous voice Ungern went back to his quarters,
dropped on his camp-bed without undressing, and fell
asleep Instantly his dreams took him a thousand years
back
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